The comicall HiOlorie of 

Clown?. I will goe before fir, 

Miftres iooke out at window for all this, 
there will come a Chriftian by f 
will be worth a Icwes eye. 

Shyi. What fayes that fbole of Ha^urs ofsprins; ? ha, 

Iejfica. His words were farewell mifli is, nothing els. 

Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge tccdeiy 
Smile flow in profit, and he flcepcs bv day 
more then thevvikhcat: droneshmenotwithme? 
therefore / part with him, and part with him 
to one that 1 would haue him helpe to waft 
his borrowed purfe. Well Iejfica ^ocm 9 
perhaps /will i eturne immediatlic, 
do as 1 bid you, fhut dores after you, faft bind/aft find, 
a prouei be neuer Rale in thriftie minde. Exit . 

JeJ. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croft, 

I haue a Father, you a daughter loft. j Exit 

f 

Enter the maskers, Gratiano and Salerino, 

Grat. This is the penthoufe vnder which Lortn^o 
defired vs to makeftand. 

Sal. His howreis almoft paft.. 

Gra. And it is nieruaile he ouf-dwells his howre, 
for louers euer njnne before the docke. 

Sal. O fenne times fafter Venus pidgions flic 
to feale loues bonds new made, then they are wont 
to keepe obliged faith vnforfaited. 

9 rd - That euer holds : who rifeth from a feaft 
with that keenc appetite that he fits downe ? 
where is the horfe that doth vntread againe 
his tedious meafures with the vnbated fire 
that he did pace them fir ft : all things that are 
are with more fpirit chafed then enioyd. 

How like a younger or a prodigal! 

the skarfed barkc puts from her natiue bay ' 

hugd and embraced by the ft rum pet wind, 

how like the prodigal! doth (he returnc 






the Merchant of Venice. 

with ouer-wetherd ribbs and ragged fades 
kanc, rent, and beggerd by the (trumpet wind ? 

Enter Lorenzo. 

SaL Hecrc comes Lorenzo , more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet freends, your patience for my long abode 
not I but my affaires haue made you waitc : 
when you (hall pleafe to play the theeuesfor wiues 
lie watch as long for you then : approch 
here dwcls my father lew. Howe whofe within? 

Iejfica aboue. 

Iefi. Who are you I tell me for more certainty, 

Albeit lie fwcarc that I doc know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo and thy loue. 

Iejfica. Lorenfio ccrtaine, and my loue indeed, 
for who loue I fo much land now who knowes 
but you Lorenzo whether I am yours I 
Lor. Heauen & rhy thoughts are witries that thou art, 
lefi. Heere catch this casket, it is worth the paincs, 

I am glad tis night you doe not looke on me, 
for l am much afhamde of my exchange : 

But loue is blinde, and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelucs commit, 
for if they could, Cupidhmfelfe would blufh 
to fee me thus tranf formed to a boy. 

Lcr. D-efccnd, for you muff be my torch-bearer. 
iefi. What, muft I hold a candle to my fhames, 
they in themfelucs goodfboth arc too too light. 

Why, tis an office of difcoucry loue, 
and I fhoiiid be obfeurd. 

Lor. Scare you fweet 

euen in the loiiely garnilh of a boy, but come at once, 
for the dole sight doth play the runaway, 
and we are ftaid for ae r BaJjanios fcaff. , 

Iefi I will make fad the doores & guild myfelfe 
with fome mo ducats, and be with you ftraight. 

Now by my hoode a gentle, and no lew. 

Lor. Befhrow me but I loue her hartiiie, 

D a, 


for 
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